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Chapter One

“Divya, are you all right?” 

I snapped out of my reverie to see my new husband, Jaival, beside me. He had a worried look on his face, but I smiled at him and reassured him that everything was just perfect.

I looked around me and saw my family smiling back at me proudly where I sat at the wedding table beside Jaival. For three days, the festivities and feasting had continued, celebrating our union. Both of our families rejoiced. I was so proud to see that Jaival’s family had finally accepted my own family at last. My family had power and influence in the community and I was considered a good match for their son now.

But it wasn’t always that way.

You see, there was a time when my family was so poor we didn’t have enough money for food. By comparison, Jaival’s family was extremely rich and powerful and they shunned me for being far beneath their son, the man who was now my husband.

I remember the day I made the decision to change my family’s fortunes. For as long as I could remember, we lived in a small village with barely enough food to sustain us. My father was often ill, but he still worked as hard as he could to bring anything at all into the home. Often, it just wasn’t enough.

My mother tried to stretch out the little food we did have between all of us. My brothers often got more food, as they were able to make their way to the next village for work sometimes. My sister and I learned to become resourceful with what little rice or beans we did get.

I was often frustrated that I was unable to do anything to help my family more. I was sure there was something I could do to make life easier for them, but I just didn’t know where to start. We lived a long way out of the cities and the small villages around us had no way to help us. We didn’t have enough land to plant crops to sell and we didn’t have money to buy more land. We just had our little house.

Every year I would try to plant beans in the hard ground around our little house to try and make more food for the family. What little I could grow was never enough to help.

One day, my father became so ill that he could do nothing more than lie in his bed, moaning in pain. We had no money for a doctor, but a lady from the village came one day to put herbs on his forehead. It didn’t ease his pain at all.

Before the village lady could leave, I stopped her. “Please, take me to the village with you. I will look for work there to pay for a doctor and proper medicine.”

The woman nodded curtly at me and beckoned for me to follow her. Behind us, my mother wailed at me not to leave, but I was determined. My brothers were too young to leave the family yet, so it was up to me to help.

 





Chapter Two

The woman who took me away from my family was named Sharmila. She was not pleasant or friendly or kind, but she did teach me to stitch material to make basic clothing that she sold at the village marketplace. After a while, I also learned simple embroidery patterns to adorn the hem of skirts. She would take the money I earned and keep some for herself. The rest she gave to me to keep.

“You must work a lot to afford a nice house like this,” I said to her. She laughed, but it was a hard laugh with no humor in it.

“This is not a nice house. We are a poor family and these are hard times. Do your work.”

But compared to the tiny one-room hut my family called home, Sharmila’s house was luxurious. I liked it there.

Sharmila also gave me a very small amount of food that was much less than her own children received. But I smiled, because it was still more than I ever got when I was at home. For the first time in a lot of years, I had food in my stomach and money in my pocket. 
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